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1 What we want/ he said with his usual air
of delivering judgement, 4 is stable conditions,
To counteract the lower classes. Relax, and
we shall have another Peterloo. . . . But the
country is recovering its Balance. I am glad to
be able to say that the country is recovering its
Balance.*

Everyone looked greatly relieved. It was
pleasant to hear from Will, who must know, that
all was well.

Adam was passed round from hand to hand.
They were all kind to him although he was a
little bastard. But Judith knew that it was for
the moment only, and that her presence made
them uncomfortable, yes, even poor Christabel,
who was restless under the eye of her lord and
master. The thought came to her as she saw
Rodney's eyes meditatively resting upon her:
* Oh, if Adam could grow into the master of them
all, rule the pack of them! He could. He
has even now twice their spirit. . . .* But she
was going to Watendlath, and Adam with her,
leaving the Herries behind them for ever, and
Adam would be a farmer like Charlie Watson,
and one day he would come down into Keswick,
driving his sheep, and he would encounter Waiter's
children in their fine carriage, and the coachman
would shout to him to clear his sheep from the
road. . . . And after Adam would return, riding
up the road to see the Tarn shining with the
evening sun, and he would call to his dog, and
the fields would smile up at him, the hills look
kindly down. . , .